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retinue. As he can afford all the right
things, his horse is a piebald, which has
been carefully taught to caracole. This
mode of progress with frequent pauses for
circus demonstrations to right and left is
merciful to the followers, who are all on
foot. When the prancing creature is
within a few yards of the English horse-
man, its rider, being a fine old Indian
gentleman, courteously dismounts, and
the English horseman does likewise, and
for a few minutes there is conversation
about the eternal topics of the countryside.
And so on, with an encounter or two, till
the next camp is reached. The tent, which
was unpitched at the old camp last night
after one had dined in it and sent forward
by bullock-cart, is ready for one, and so is
a hearty camp brunch. The horse that
went on overnight whinnies at the ap-
proach of his stable companion, and the
last little bit is done at a fast canter.
After brunch, I suppose whatever work
to be done in that TnfliA of the future
devolves on the surviving white officials.